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bow as if ready to flee. Yang's brothers too had bowed
tout not so deeply. Now they stared at the landlord.
Yang didn't understand why the landlord shouted at
his father and bent the back of his left hand into the
palm of his right. But he was afraid. His father, with
a tired and horrified expression, made feeble
movements with his hands and stammered. His
brothers stood like a pack of angry yet terrified dogs.
The landlord raised his fat leg and kicked his father
who fell into the furrows of the field.

The next image Yang's memory exorcised was his
father squatting near the hiding place of his money,
holding a flickering splinter and staring into the
dug-out hole till the light went out. Then Yang heard
him sigh just as he had sighed while bending over the
dead woman.

At that time Yang was not able to understand the
connection that existed between his mother's funeral,
the empty hiding place and the wrath of fhe landlord
demanding his rent. But all his life he remembered
his father squatting with starry eyes over the hiding
place, the last flicker of the fire and his father's sigh in
the darkness.

Yang's father sighed more and more. Very often,
broadhipped old Wu-San who had lent him rice and
money, came to take something, a harrow or a spade.
This and father's sigh didn't disturb Yang's childhood
so much as the hunger he often suffered. Day by day
they toiled to produce food, but they had little food for
themselves.

When Yang was eight years old, the fanners and
among them Yang's father and his brothers, suddenly